New York Hen! b (Tribune 


Sunday , August 9, 1964 


/^pgroyed For Release 2005/01/05 i 


03R0001 0003001 9-6 


Bottom of the Pyramid— Red China Defector 
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ffdntor from Red China, tells his story in Chinese, French and hands. 


. .li e, to iraagi'-' : Thw ..«■ 
year-old Chinese, carrying .. 
book about the exploits of a 
Communist here and wealing 
,ii • a sh t. ousers and 
t room sl'..i . tood be- 
.. . the Gr.: ■ " m of 

.... big stone 'ales 

, embassy In Buj-imbu-.v . the 
■ capital of Burundi, deep In 
, darkest Africa. 

“Je vous demands l’asile 
j. de politique aux Etats Unis,” 
the tense, bespectacled young- 
Chinese said. 


d that's w Tung Chi- 
a stut - ~X the French 
S I:,: uagefiv dlmnghal, ful- 
j fib ..d a sevi .-year-old 
: to work his way out from at. 
a’’ embrs-.ng Communist 
Chinese autocracy, becoming 
only the ’ :ond member of 
j the Peking foreign service to 
‘ seek political asylum in the. 
United States. 

Of the two, he held the 
diest rank and there is 
r, ,. .e irony in this. Mr. Tung, 
not a year out of the uni- 
versity, held rank No. 24 in 
the Chinese Communist cadre 
system of 25 ranks. He was 
not a Communist. He could 
not meet party standards. 

How many young intellec- 
tuals In Communist China 
today would defect to the 
United States, given the 
chance? Mr. Tung cannot 

n~*™i>K.tTao* ,,wusr B M iiiwiT T &uq f 

he never discussed with any- 
one his desire to get out from 
the bottom of the severe 
pyramid that makes China 
such a mystery today. 

The idea that he would 
someday defect- came during 
adolescence. Mr. Tung was a. 
student- -at-a -high school jjj 
Shanghai, living in his fam- 
ily’s three-room flat. It came, 
in 1957, during Mao Tsfi- ’ 
tung’s "100 Flowers" cam- . 
palgn. He watched the intel- 
lectuals — among them his 
.'teachers— rise up to criticise 
the developing Red Chinese _ 
sgtae. And then he watch-fid ; 
refii branded rightists and , 
jwched off In forced lake£ 


TUNG CHI-PhWWafl-year-old Chinese 
civil servant, the MgKesT ranking official from 
Peking ever to defect to the West — and just 
one rung off the bottom of the 25-step civil 
service pyramid. He walked out on commu - . 
nism when he took a taxi to the American Em- , 
bassy in Buntnii, not knowing ivhat would 
happen to him or where he would go next. 
That was two months ago. Last week, he ar- 
d at Kennedy International Airport and 
h v’i in a long, exclusive interview, he talked 
ao, ' is life and his defection. He wore a 
gray siness suit; his shoes were probably 
bong „ during a stopover in Rome; his black 
hair was short; his face was serious — but he 
seemed to be enjoying himself. Once he was 
part of the vast bureaucracy that knits to- 
gether the largest country in the world. Now , 
seeing Americans as strangers but friendly 
ones, he told his story of a closed society and 
how he managed to escape it. 


battalions to build the Amoy 
railroad. 

What he saw did not . sit 
weli with ,him. But he dis- 
cu-'.-ed It with none of his 
; ,-onds at the school. Speak- 
.rg through an Interpreter 
she other day he said: 

“I didn’t discuss my dissatis- 
faction with my fellow stu- 
dents because my fellow stu- 
dents were a little young and 
callow.” But the dissatisfac- 
tion grew. 

In 1958, Mr. Tung’s studies 
were Interrupted as, during 
the period of the “big leap 
forward,” he was sent out tp 
tend the backyard furnaces 
the regime hoped to use to 
Increase steei production. 

“For seven. months^TTuke 
stopped studying. I went to 
the backyard furnaces. But 
--we did not produce steel. 

" ^LANGUAGE STAKES ~ 

' _T¥om_high school, J^rTFung" 
1 ^SBTon to higher education— 
To TKelShanghal Institute of 
“'*K)feTgn' Languages. “I wanted 
to study languages because I 
thought that way I could 
learn about other countries,” 
he said. The course In French 
lasted four years and then he 
had good luck. He was as- 
' signed- to the Commission for 
1 Cultural Exchange In Peking. 

Last April, he realized- op- 
1 port-unity was his. The Chi- 
nese had: established diplo- 


matic relations with the King- 
dom of Burundi, a Belgian 
trusteeship territory since 
1919 in which French was a 
main language. 

As cultural attache In the 
17-man embassy, the Foreign 
Office had assigned 34-year- 
old Shen Chun, a trusted- 
party servant who had one 
drawback — he spoke np 
French. 

Mr. Tung was the last 
French-speaking male In the 
Cultural Commission who had 
not been posted abroad. As a 
_non-oarty or non-Communist 
' Youth League member, his 
loyalty was suspect. 

_ s.;;i, -be party had no 


The appointment a broad 
er, tied him to a two-week 
vac ation. He returned to 
I Shanghai to say good by to 
- his family and one day he 
f found himself standing In 
1 the schoolyard of his old high 
t school examining the useless 
l hulks of iron discarded from , 
’ the 1958 backyard furnace 
t campaign. 

“Why haven’t you taken 
them away?” he asked a , 
workman. 

"Because to clean It up 
would cost money and the 
regime has no money for it,” 
the workman replied. Mr. : 
Tung now sees the derelict , 
iron as symbolic of the Com- ; 
munist government’s bank- : 
ruptcy. ; 

Returning to Peking, Mr, 1 
Tung took an 800 JMP cloth- 
ing allowance (which he says ■ 
is about $400) from the For- 
eign Office and went out to 
buy clothes for the trip 
abroad. 

He purchased two suits, an 
overcoat, two pairs of shoes, 
some shirts, underwear and 
other necessary articles and a 
suitcase in which to stow 
them. He carefully pocketed 
five pounds sterling ($14) 
given him for emergencies 
and on May 19, he left with 
Shen Chun. 

The first leg of the flight 
went from Peking to Canton 
via the Red Chinese airline. 

In Canton they boarded an 
Air Pakistan flight that took 
them first to Dacca In East 
Pakistan and then to Karachi 
for a two-day layover. 

Now the defection plan was 
formulatin '-. "We always slept 
in the s&nv; room and I begs 
to worry chat I would sk 
something In my sleep tin. 
would betray me.-’ 

He thought A puffin.-; 
aside the bamboo - main ... 
Karachi tit two dungs de- 
ters -.d hto. : "Pakistan is an 
English speaking country and 
I did not speak English,” he 
said. “Also my ticket was 
made out to Bujumbura and 
I wanted to go as far as I 
-could, to see as much as I 
could." | 

(This remark brought one' 
of. the few smiles to the de- 
fector’s face during the hour 
and 40 minute interview. He 
Is a slim, somber youtfi who 
talks softly and makes his 
emphases with long, graceful 
flpgers.) 


looking older than he was, 
apparently suspected nothing. 

From Nairobi, the < >ital 
of Kenya, they flew L- am- 
pala, a principal a*. of 
Uganda. neighbor .. ur- 
: undi. Ir- Kampala, they were 
told by >» Chinese diplomat 
. that cable service was so bad, 
they could not message ahead 
toaa the Bujumbura mis- 

- slon of their arrival. 

“They gave me the address 
of the embassy and the n.one 
number and told me I should 
. call them from the airport 
and have them send a car to 
pick us up,” Mr, Tung re- 
lated. 

On that last leg, he formu- 
lated this plan: Rather than 
calling the, embassy when he 
landed, he would take ad- 
vantage of Mr. Sh ig- 
norance. He would a. .-o a 
taxi and, In French. to 
be taken to the American 
Embassy, Once there, he 
would tell Mr. Shen he was 
defecting and invite him to 
defect also. 

It was ruined when the 
Chinese charge d’affairs was 
at the airport to meet the 
new arrivals. He had appar- 
ently guessed the arrival 
time. 

It was Monday, May 25, 
when Mr. Tung and Mr. Shen 
arrived in Bujumbura. They 
went, with the Chinese chargS 
to the temporary embassy 
headquarters in the Faquidas 
Hotel. Mr. Shen immediately 
took a bath to freshen up. 
Mr. Tung strolled out to the 
veranda and struck up a con- 
versation with three African 
youths, apparently street ur- 
chins. They wanted candy. 

- He -had none. They wanted 
cigarettes. He does not smoke. 
They wanted money. He had 
only the five pounds and was 
not about to surrender it. 

But he asked them to re- 
turn on Wednesday. Then he 
would give them candy and 
cigarettes, he said. He planned 
to use them to lead him to 
the American Embassy. 

But the next morning he 
saw a better opportunity. He 
awoko at 6 a, m. and found 
Mr. Shen already gone from 
-their double room. 

He dressed casually in the 
shirt with no tie, trousers and; 
slippers. He took the book 
about the hero. If questioned, 
he thought he could safely 
say he was going into the 
street to walk and read: 

He took the elevator to the 
lobby. The door opened. And 
there he saw Mr. Shen and 
the chauffeur for the Em- 


' Mr. Tung’s first 

: . ;ht wao to remain in the 

e. -xtor and go back up- 
si : irs. But . -mediately he 

:• ized that , ;uld draw at- 

:ion and .'taps some 

.nrrassing que •ms. 
instead he wont to the 
c .aleur and struck up a 
conservation. He asked about 
th; layout of the city and 
wl ere the various embassies 
re located. He learned the 
»rlcai. Embassy was a five- 
ute cab ride from the 

' . cl. 

ie asked about a tax 
, .id. The chauffeur pointed 
c,.:: out across the street. He 
asked about the availability 
of cabs. He learned one was 
c 'ays available. 

;y this time, breakfast was 
bang served in the private 
dining room set aside for, the 
Ci inese mission. 

They were eating very 
.. I realized that if I 

faster, I could get up and 
ve while they were ajl still 
we. 

"So I finished while they 
.■•;e still only half-way 
through breakfs.s:. I got up, 
wslked out and went across 
the street to the taxi stand. 

“I got into the cab and told 
the driver, in French, to drive 


as fast as possible to the 
American Embassy.” 

Five minutes later, Mr. 
Tung was standing in front 
of the astounded Greek cus- 
todian. 

He stood there brushing 
aside thought of a father, a 
mother, three sisters and two 
brothers still living in China. 
He stood there not even 
thinking of what might come 
next. He thought only of what 
he was escaping. The sight of 
those useless piles of iron in 
the Shanghai school yard . 
raced through his mind. 

And then, in a rush, came 
the words: 

■‘Je vous demande 1'asile'dfl 
politique aux Etats Unis." 

Tung Chi-ping will be well 
treated in this country. He 
wants to learn English. That 
will be taught to him. Then 
he wants to work at fighting 
communism. He will prob- 
ably be given that opportu- 
nity. When another stone 
breaks loose from the pyra- 
mid, this country wants po- 
tential Chinese defectors to 
know, it will be treated with 
all the care a sculptor reserves 
for a prized block Of marble. 

Tomorrow: The education 
— and dis illusionment — of 
Tung Chi-ping. 


From Karachi, the fight 
continued to Aden and then ' 

Nairobi. Mr. Tung thought j 
more and more about a plan. 

He talked less and less with 
his superior. ■ 

“We talked about the ! 
weather, about how fast the 1 
plane went. I didn’t want to 
talk too much. . J 

Shen Chun, short, balcj/ig, I 

Approved For Release 2005/01/05 : CIA-RDP66B00403R0001 0003001 9-6 



